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To A Despairing Friend 
by Ellen Feinberg 
English, Jr. 
You have not lived long enough 
To know the silent length of death 
You think death will cleanse and cauterize 
Like fire, burning off your impurities 
And leaving your parched bones glistening. 
(But the dead moult their skin like feathers 
And their flesh blurs into the damp earth) 
You seek order in plotted rows 
And companionship in caskets nestling together, 
Pressing together into the same earth. 
(But the dead are as separate as stars, 
Their closeness only the perspective of distance) 
You must see the time—which may yet come— 
Unfilled, and pass away fulfilled. 
Substitutes 
by Karl Schilling 
English, Sr. 
ETWEEN the time grade school lets out for the day and 
the time Kevin's mother comes home, there is an hour. 
Often a part of it is spent erasing the blackboard and beating 
erasers. Sometimes he is moderately bad for the privilege. 
But Billy has the job today. So Kevin goes straight home. 
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